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Summary 


quackity breathes out. “of all that time, never even knowing how blind 1 was.” 
wilbur raises an eyebrow. “are you quoting tangled?” 


“shut the fuck up.” 


or, alternatively: wilbur and quackity dance. figuratively and literally. 


Notes 


title is from. well. city of stars la la land. i listened to it on loop throughout all the writing 
process and to spice things up changed to how bad can i be at the end. hope you enjoy! 


See the end of the work for more notes 


the night feels artificial in las nevadas. 


fluorescent lights cast an unnatural shade of bright yellow over the black and white streets 
and tall buildings. it easily overshadows the natural gleam of the stars — the moon, too, 
looks irrelevant from where it shines in silver high up amid the clouds. 


it looks empty. too empty for a place that was built for more. 


(for them.) 


nonetheless, it’s beautiful. quackity’s prouder than he has ever been of his creation — of his 
country. it’s his and he’s proud, with or without artificial lights and unplanned emptiness. he 
grins and the white and gold of his teeth match the white and gold of his cassino. 


it’s good. good enough that he can easily shove the unpleasant feeling that comes with too 
much time to think somewhere it won’t reach him. somewhere it won’t make him feel so... 


“lonely?” 


the interruption surprises him less than what he’d like to admit; not that he was expecting tt. 
quackity doesn’t have to turn around to know who it is so, instead, he huffs and takes a slow 
drag. it’s silent when smoke pours out of his mouth and his chest lightens. silent when he 
cocks his head back with a flat smile. 


“why,” quackity starts, eyes condescending. “would you ever think that, wilbur? of course 
not.” 


wilbur chuckles. he doesn’t need an invitation to come closer; it wouldn’t come, so he takes it 
upon himself to take one step ahead. and another. and a few more — until he takes the place 
next to quackity and leans on the railing. 


“my apologies for assuming,” he says, sounding anything but apologetic. “you just looked 
quite alone here by yourself, is all.” 


quackity hums. he’s back at staring down the privileged view he has from the needle’s top 
floor. “and that’s why you decided to visit? worried i might get too lonely without you?” 


and wilbur has the nerve to treat the situation as humorous. he wheezes and it’s raspy and airy 
and irritating. “no, no, not that. not without me,” his lips curl up into a dangerous smile. 
“without anyone.” 


he doesn’t freeze. he doesn’t still, neither — just takes another drag and feels the smoke 
bubble out of his chest alongside a laugh. 


“oh, but 1 do have people,” quackity stares straight into one of the street lights. it leaves 
dizzying spots of colors behind his eyelids. “everyone i need.” 


“but not a single person you want.” 


it’s quiet. quackity feels himself grow annoyed and curses silently at wilbur for knowing just 
how to nudge a nerve. how to make his careful attitude crack and show the uglier side of him 
people don’t see — the one he can’t show if he wants others to trust him. if he wants people 
to believe there’s nothing but good intentions behind his planned out speeches. 


“you don’t know that,” he answers, a slight edge to his voice that wasn’t there before. he 
notices it. that means wilbur does, too. “you were gone.” 


“7 was,” wilbur affirms. “but you’re just so easy to read, quackity. why would you need such 
a big country if it was only for yourself?” quackity opens his mouth to answer. wilbur doesn’t 
let him. “you even added a beautiful marriage hall. it’s absolutely lovely. were you planning 
on using it, perhaps?” 


his hold on the cigarette tightens. quackity’s face falls to a displeased frown as he looks at 
wilbur only to find him already staring. the amusement in his eyes and smile makes 
something quackity doesn’t quite want to acknowledge twist in his stomach. 


“fuck you,” he spats. he doesn’t need to pretend to be patient and kind around wilbur, so he 
won’t. “you don’t know shit, wilbur. not about me.” 


“but 1 do,” wilbur muses. “it’s easy to find my way in. you never try to keep me out hard 
enough.” 


(he never really wants to.) 


the cigarette crumbles between his fingers. quackity fists a hand on wilbur’s stupid coat. “i 
could push you off,” he tugs him down and lowers his voice — but wilbur does nothing but 
look unbothered. “i could kill you.” 


he smiles. he smiles and cups the side of quackity’s face too tenderly for comfort; not like 
they’re lovers, but like they could be. wilbur watches him with something that is just wrong, 
and quackity can’t breathe. 


“oh, quackity,” he sighs, hand sliding down to trace his jaw. “i know.” 


he must take the silence that follows as an answer. words get stuck in quackity’s throat just 
like his eyes get stuck on wilbur’s. 


“vou won't, though.” 


and pushes him away. gently, just barely, so there’s no resistance and they’re back to their 
previous spots like nothing happened. 


he doesn’t give quackity an opportunity to think about it — doesn’t let his mind spiral and 
spin, as fun as that would be. 


“well,” wilbur fixes the collar of his clothes. “you didn’t answer me. were you?” 


quackity blinks. his gaze follows wilbur’s when he looks off into the distance and lands on 
the marriage hall. 


an unwelcome feeling pulls at his heartstrings. 


“7 dunno,” he responds, then, with the flattest tone he can manage. quackity looks at his now- 
useless cigarette and has half of a mind not to throw it out; he can’t litter his own streets. 
that’d be counterproductive. “maybe. i never got confirmation.” 


but he believed. he believed and sometimes, when he’s alone and tired, he still does. 


“7 just thought it’d be a good idea. thought i’d get an easy yes and that'd be it,” it’s funny to 
think about it now: about how sure he was that all he needed to do was ask. “1...” 


quackity purses his lips. he doesn’t know why he’s telling wilbur this — he could just kick 
him out and call it a day. grab something to drink and feel comfortably miserable on his own. 


it’s just one of these nights. 


a hum. “and how did that turn out?” 


the bitter laugh that spills from his lips feels awkward. 


“take a fucking guess,” quackity shakes his head and leans more heavily against the railing. 
“not that well, yeah. but that was before— i’m past it. 17m not who 1 was before you left. i’ve 
changed, wilbur, and it’s all because of that time,” quackity breathes out. “of all that time, 
never even knowing just how blind i was.” 


a second stretches into two. two stretches into three. 


wilbur raises an eyebrow. “are you quoting tangled?” 


and quackity almost laughs. he turns back to wilbur with a look that screams caught off- 
guard; the confused frown matches the incredulous look in his eyes and his mouth opens and 
closes at least thrice before he gets something out. 


“shut the fuck up,” he says, very cleverly, and his ears turn red. “shut up. oh my god, you— 
you just,” his hand moves as he talks, still at a loss for words. “that’s not even how the song 
goes!” 


“it is,” wilbur’s amused smile isn’t fair. it shouldn’t make him feel warmer. “you just changed 
it a tiny bit at the end. it’s still close enough.” 


“7’m not quoting tangled in the middle of a fucking conversation with you.” 


“7 don’t get what you’re implying, quackity.” 


he runs a hand down his face. “it’s— ugh, you’re so...” 


his voice fails him again, for a change. quackity takes a deep breath and, with closed eyes, 
lets his arms fall limply to the sides of his body. 


he’s fidgety. there’s something — something he isn’t quite sure what in the air, but it’s not 
tension. not anymore, because wilbur did a great job at breaking the ice when all quackity 


wanted to do was break his damn nose. 


(and that’s as true as it isn’t. he can’t quite process what he’s feeling; what wi/bur makes him 
feel, so he just... translates it into something he can understand.) 


once again, wilbur stops him before he gets too lost in his own mind. 


“vou really did a great job with this place, didn’t you?” he comments and it sounds genuine 
because it is, of course. quackity remembers how excited wilbur was at the idea of living 
there himself; of being part of las nevadas. “the night looks beautiful from up here.” 


quackity knows that. he was admiring his country himself before wilbur came in and ruined 
his peace and quiet. 


his attention goes back to the dark sky. it’s hard to see much more than endless deep blue. 


he agrees, still, with a quiet it does. 


silence seems to be a common occurrence between the two of them. it’s not heavy like 
before; quite on the contrary. 


quackity licks his lips. he opens his mouth. 


“vou know,” wilbur begins instead. “this is just perfect for slow dancing.” 


his traitorous heart skips a beat (like it used to when he was with them. it’s so different, but it 
feels the same). his hands close and open. 


wilbur looks down at quackity and quackity looks up at him. their eyes meet in the middle. 


“do you know how to?” 


(and he does, kind of. karl and sapnap liked to play-dancing; it was dumb and quackity 
tripped over their feet more often than not, but it felt right. it felt theirs.) 


“kind of,” he shrugs, pretending not to notice how pleased wilbur looks at his answer. “i1’m 
decent.” 


“i see,” wilbur turns to him, full-body and all, and he does look kind of attractive with 
fluorescent yellow on his hair and the reflection of faded stars in his eyes. pretty, even. “isn’t 
that convenient.” 


he offers quackity a hand, then, 


“would you,” (wilbur pauses. he hears it when quackity s breath trembles.) “with me?” 


and grins like he’s just won a million bucks when quackity takes it. 


they fall into position without too much of a fuss, surprisingly. wilbur tugs quackity closer 
and is pleasantly met with no resistance. quackity’s free hand moves to wilbur’s shoulder and 
wilbur’s stops on quackity’s lower back. 


underneath his plain white shirt and suspenders, his wings twitch. 


it’s easy. he’s not quite close enough for their chests to touch, but he can feel wilbur’s warm 
breath on his ear. he can feel their cold hands linked together and how the combined 
sensation of ice on ice almost creates fire — how the proximity doesn’t feel wrong and scary. 
he wouldn’t say it feels right, but it just... is. something. something real. 


but that’s too poetic for them and too poetic for a simple dance beneath the starless sky, so he 
focuses on the more mundane things. 


like on how wilbur leans in and smiles against his hair before they start to sway. he follows 
without a word; just like he used to back then. it’s different now, though, because he could 
push wilbur away. he could say no. 


he doesn’t. he stil] doesn’t. 


so, he lets himself be guided. 


so, they dance. 


there’s barely any movement other than short, quiet steps — one to the right, one to the left. 
he doesn’t think too much about the rhythm or about how they don’t trip or stumble despite 
the lack of it. quackity melts into it too soon; rests his forehead on wilbur’s shoulder and 
closes his eyes. 


a thumb caresses the spot right under his wings in response. quackity sighs just as he’s pulled 
closer, squeezing their clasped hands. 


it’s just then, between their risky proximity and long-lost intimacy, that he hears wilbur 
murmuring quietly. 


“... of the crowded restaurants,” he breathes out and quackity’s mind blurs. he doesn’t want to 
hear what comes next, but being so close— being like this, there’s no way he won’t. 


so he braces himself for it. 


“it’s love,” wilbur hums in the way quackity knows there’s a smile on his lips. his heartbeat 
fastens. there’s no deeper meaning to this; it’s just a song. “yes, all we’re looking for—” 


nonetheless, his hand on wilbur’s shoulder closes around his coat in a firm grip. his wounds 
are still fresh and he’s Jetting wilbur mess with his head. 


“is love—” 


he’s allowing him to, not pushing him away. he’s healing, but he’s still hurt and raw and bare, 
and, and. 


and when wilbur continues, quackity repeats. 


“from someone else.” 


the swaying stops. they stay still for a moment too long before wilbur pulls away just enough 
for them to breathe without feeling each other. 


a second passes. wilbur’s hand leaves his and quackity stops himself before he can even think 
about missing the contact — but it’s not like he can focus on reprimanding his longing heart 
when wilbur puts a finger under his chin and tilts his head up like it’s a fucking good idea. 


they just stare. 


quackity doesn’t feel butterflies when they look into each other’s eyes. he can’t see through 
wilbur’s mask of a tranquil smile and tired eyes; doesn’t even know if it is a mask. 


somehow, he doesn’t care. wilbur cocks his head to the side the tiniest bit and shifts closer the 
smallest amount — like he’s about to kiss him. 


and that’s when quackity blinks and realizes that oh. he wouldn’t pull away. 


if wilbur kissed him, quackity would let him. 


he doesn’t, though (unfortunately). his hand goes up from quackity’s chin to tease the 
sensitive skin just under his ear and the contact sends a shiver down his spine; his eyelids 
flutter and his wings shift again. 


“so it’s true,” wilbur mutters, amazed. quackity’s cheeks grow warmer and warmer when the 
touch lingers near his jaw and settles on the curve of his neck. “you are lonely.” 


quackity tenses the moment the words are out of wilbur’s mouth. he doesn’t need to look up 
to see wilbur’s grin. he should’ve snapped himself out of it earlier — of course wilbur was 
just playing around. he should’ ve known better than to lower his guard around that pathetic 
excuse of a man. 


anger boils low in his stomach. wilbur chuckles and presses a kiss that is too sweet against 
his forehead. 


“that was a fun dance, quackity,” he licks his lips, pulling away for good. “we should do it 
again some other time.” 


he pats his clothes down, sighing happily. “ah, i knew it’d be a great idea to pay you a visit.” 


I 


quackity grits his teeth. “you.’ 


“don’t worry, though!” wilbur keeps on smiling and there’s nothing quackity wants to do 
more than punch it off his face. he spins around and heads to the improvised elevator, eyes 
sharp and burning when he sends quackity a last look. “this will be a secret between us. 1 
don’t kiss and tell.” 


and he's gone just like that. quackity stares at the spot wilbur previously was at and frowns, 
hands closed into fists and with a new kind of anger twisting and turning inside his chest. 


that’s fine. that’s perfectly fine. he wanted to be alone and now that wilbur’s done him the 
fucking favor of leaving he is, so that’s alright. he can focus on himself and the artificial 
starlight of his city. 


whatever it is that wilbur thinks he’s doing, two can play this game, so he will. he’ll prove 
wilbur wrong. he will prove wilbur can’t just come, do what he wants and leave. 


not now, though. now all he needs to do is go to bed and knock out for some good hours — 
so that’s what he does. he goes to his room, takes off his shoes and crashes on his very 
comfortable bed. 


his eyes close— 


(for once, it’s not the image of karl and sapnap that appears in his head. he smells smoke and 
all he sees instead of lively purple and bright red is brown and white and he knows. quackity 
knows.) 


and he sleeps. 


End Notes 


hi! it's been a while since 1 wrote something and posted it so 1 hope it's good enough! my 
friend said it was cool so 
‘thumbs_up: here we are. this one is for you 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


